EXILES IN THE NEW SIBERIA

wondering what on earth this young fellow could
want, and puzzling as to his nationality. As we
walked he told me his story, but not before I had
taken the precaution of sending my interpreter into
the background on some errand. Interpreters in
modern Russia are men and women to beware of.
" It's like this, sir," the young man told me, " I
heard only yesterday that a British specialist was
coming to look over the works and I made up my
mind to see you. This is the first opportunity I
have had in Russia of getting a word with one of
my own people and I feel sure that you will help

me."

"If it lies in my power, certainly," I replied,
but having grown cautious since my arrival in Russia,
I told him bluntly that I could do nothing that could
in any way be construed as an action against the
Soviet Government. This did not appear to depress
him.

" I know you couldn't, sir," he answered, " But
let me tell you what I want. My parents were Russian
and times were so bad under the Tsar that they
emigrated to Australia. They simply hadn't a chance
in Russia. In fact it was pretty certain that my father
would have found himself right here in Siberia, if
he had stayed. Instead," here the young man broke
off and laughed bitterly, " his unfortunate son finds
himself here, and with one chance in a million of
ever getting out."

" You are not a prisoner ? " I inquired, somewhat
surprised.
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